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Taylor Doesnt Do Holidays 


No one ever gave him anything for Valentine's Day. Not even secret-admirer-fans. Even they only sent 


birthday cards. 

Hs too close to your birthday 

Oh, | ddn't think you were into all that roses an’ shit 

Yeah, its too close to your birthday, Taylor. But | promise to make it up to you then! 

Sitting in a coffee shop, Taylor stared at the paper hearts stuck to the windows. Heart shaped cupcakes sat in 


glass cabinets and sickly sweet love songs spilled from the speakers. A steady stream of loved up couples 
came and went, Taylor wanting to vomit each time they looked into one another's eyes. 


Taylor downed the last of his coffee. It tasted like bitterness. A half eaten, fluffy red and pink cupcake sat on 
a plate in front of him. That had tasted like the hatred he felt for the damned money spinning holiday. 


He should have been happy that he was with someone who showed him even an ounce of love and admiration 


every day of the freaking year. But no, he was suddenly depressed and grumpy that the special someone in his 
life hadn't woken him up with breakfast in bed and balloons attached to his car. That special someone was at 
their house, no doubt sleeping off the roaring hangover they'd gained the night before. 

They'd been dating for a little over six months. Sure, they'd been in a band together for a lot, lot longer. But it 
had only been in the previous months that they'd finally decided it was time to admit up to the feelings that 


they had for one another. Finally, after dancing around each other for so long, they'd given in and started 
dating. 


Despite his hatred of Valentine's Day (and all commercial holidays), Taylor still secretly craved to be a part of 


it. He wanted a card and a kiss and maybe some chocolates. 
He was just moving to stand when his phone rang. Looking at it, he felt a little spark of happiness awaken. 
He answered it. “sup? Thought you'd be sleeping off a hangover." 


There was a soft laugh from the other end of the line, a laugh that made his stomach churn and his groin 


tighten. 


"I can handle my liquor, Hawkins," Dave replied in his deep, husky morning voice. Taylor could hear the smile in 


the other man's voice. "Where are you? You up already?" 


"Of course. I'm in that little coffee shop, staring at all the fuckin’ hearts and flowers. How much shit do people 
need to say ‘| love you', huh?" 


"Awwww. You feeling a little left out?" 

"No." Yes. 

"Grab another coffee. I'll be with you soon 

Taylor frowned. He wasn't sure he wanted another cup of disappointment. "Sure." 
"Grab me one, too." 


He rolled his eyes. "Okay, I'll grab you a cup of black Valentine's Day hatred," he said with a smirk. "See you 


soon." 


Hanging up, he stuffed the phone in his pocket and picked up the empty mug. Taylor ordered two more and 
waited for them to be made before making his way back to the table. More people came and went, all of them 
happy and in love. They came in to the shop, waited for their drinks and then went back out into the warmth 
and sun. Through the glut of paper hearts, Taylor watched them as he wondered what Dave had cooked up. 
The asshole was probably going to sit and tell tales of lovers past and how they'd made stupidly grand 


gestures of love. 

The coffee shop sat in a quiet part of the neighbourhood. Trees dotted the wide pavement, the sunlight 
dappling the concrete beneath their boughs. A few cars came and went, mostly people going to work or taking 
their kids somewhere. 


Or going on a hot date. 


Taylor rolled his eyes again and leaned back against the leatherette booth. It was only [0am and already he'd 
had enough of the Valentine's crap to last him for the rest of the year. 


"Hey." 

Looking up, Taylor gave the man standing before him a crooked smile. "Hey." 

Dave looked like he'd literally dragged himself out of bed. His clothes were more rumpled than normal and it 
looked as though he'd dragged his fingers, rather than a hairbrush, through his long hair. His eyes still held a 


distinct heaviness to them. But it was what he held in one hand that made Taylor pause. 


Dave clutched a long, red ribbon. Taylor followed it up to a shiny heart shaped balloon. Looking at Dave, he 


raised an eyebrow. 

"From one of your many admirers?" he asked. 

The dark hair man sat opposite him before thrusting the ribbon in Taylor's general direction. "No. For you, 
dipshit. | know you hate all these fuckin money making holidays but at least be gracious for once and fuckin’ 


accept something without a smart comment. That's all I'm asking." 


Giving Dave a confused look, he plucked the balloon from the other's fingers. Attached to the end of was a 


small envelope and a brass key. Taylor unclipped the envelope before looking back to Dave. 
"What's this?" he asked. 
"What does it look like?" Dave shrugged before turning his attention to his coffee. "Open it" 


Slitting it open, Taylor pulled out a small card. It was white with a heart at the centre. The inscription on the 
card made him smile. 


To Taylor, 
Happy Valentine's Day and Happy Birthday week | love you with all my heart 


Dave x 


It was a fight to keep down the sarcastic comments but somehow he managed. Instead, he gave Dave a 
lopsided smile, a blush touching his own cheeks. 


"Thanks," he said. 


‘| remember you saying no one had ever given you anything for Valentine's Day. | know you don't care much 


for that kind of stuff. But | thought it would be nice," Dave replied. 
Fingering the key, he continued to look at Dave. "So what's this? They key to your heart?" 


Dave gave him a tired smile. "Ha ha. | knew you couldn't help yourself. Its your first gift. You'll get one each 
day until your birthday." 


Taylor felt something warm his cold heart. A flicker of something. Curling his feet under him, he leaned on the 
table. Suddenly his hatred of the day began to melt away. 


"You really are a big softie, aren't you?" he asked. 


The dark haired man peered up from his coffee. Strands of hair fell across Dave's face, his eyes wide and 


filled with an innocence that Taylor loved. Dave nodded. 


Standing up, Taylor pressed a kiss to his lover's cheek. "Thank you." 


On the I5th, Dave gave him a badly printed photograph of a helicopter. It gave little away about Taylor's Big 
Birthday Surprise. The only thing he learned from the photo was that someone needed to change the printer's 
ink cartridges. 


On the loth, Taylor's gift was a CD of sea sounds. Not just the crashing of waves, but whale songs and 
dolphins calling to one another. By the time he went to bed, he was thoroughly confused with little idea of what 


was going to happen. 


As his birthday dawned, Taylor crawled from bed. He intended on going for a bike ride before the big 
celebrations. Dave wasn't in bed with him but that didn't surprise the drummer. The dark haired man kept the 


hours of someone permanently cracked out on coffee. 


Going downstairs, Taylor was shuffling through to garage when something stopped him. A sheet of paper had 
been stretched across the door that lead from the kitchen to the garage. Written on it, in black marker pen, 


were a single sentence: 


85212 N 64358P W 


"The fuck?" he mumbled. 

He jumped and swung around when Dave spoke. "Happy Birthday, fucker: 
Taylor glowered at him and gestured to the paper. "What the fuck is this?" 
Dave grinned. "Work it out and you'll find out 

"| know what it is. ls fuckin’ co-ordinates. What are they for?" 


"Work it out," Dave replied. "While you do that, I'll go and start packing. And you better not have lost the key | 


gave you on Valentine's Day. It opens the front door to where we're going.” 


Taylor scowled as the front man turned and disappeared back into the house. It was too early for this shit but 
now he was curious. He wanted to know what was going on. Most importantly, he wanted to know where they 


were going. 


Grabbing his laptop, Taylor sat in the kitchen and stared at the paper. Once the computer had started, he 
opened up a browser and carefully typed in the co-ordinates. What they revealed made his jaw drop and his 
eyes go wide. His heart beat a little faster and his vision swam. Hopping down from the stool, Taylor ran for 


the stairs. He skidded into the bedroom and stared at Dave. 
"Necker Island?!" he demanded. "As in Richard fuckin’ Branson's Necker Island?" 


Dave grinned over his shoulder. "One and the same. We've got the place to ourselves for a week Just us, in 


the middle of the ocean, and doing sweet fuck all." 
"You're fuckin’ insane!" 


Dave straightened up and walked over to him. His hands came to rest at Taylor's hips, his dark eyes soft and 


filled with love. "You know l'm insane. So how about you just enjoy it?" 


Rolling his eyes, Taylor gave him a kiss. "I'm going to enjoy it. For an entire week free of fuckin’ interruptions." 


He smirked and smacked Dave's ass. "| hope your insurance is up to date. You're probably gonna need it.” 


The sand was blazing white and the sea as blue as could be. Palm trees swayed in the gentle breeze and Taylor 
could hear nothing except the rustle of leaves and the splash of waves against the shore. Smiling, he closed his 
eyes and lay back against the sun lounger as he soaked up the warm rays that wrapped around him. There 


were no phones, no emails, and no meetinas. Just peace and heaven on earth. 
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The resort was beautiful. Placed on over seventy acres of island, they were cut off from the world but had 
everything they'd ever need. Staff were on hand to clear up and cook for them, all the while turning a blind 
eye to the two lovebirds cavorting around the building. They'd eaten fresh sushi, made love in one of the pools, 
and relaxed around a fire pit. Dave had already drunk himself into oblivion at least once. Not that Taylor cared. 


Drunk Dave was a lot of fun. 
Lips brushed against his forehead and a voice whispered, "Hey. How you doin'?" 


Opening an eye, he looked up at Dave and smiled. The dark haired man clutched two drinks, a beer for himself 
and juice for Taylor. Reaching up, Taylor pulled Dave down and gave him a kiss. 


"Absolutely amazing," he replied. "I'm doing absolutely amazing. Best birthday gift ever. Thank you." 


